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DEIGRE LUTTS 


Once, for me, 
some time ago, 
you had 

| love you 
painted 

on a grain of rice 
by a small 
Chinese man 

in a booth 

at the mall. 
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“living with it 


In memory of Tom Brame 
1930-1987 


Shaded by tall trees and brush you 

Lived in an abandoned old bus alone- 
Northern California, a rugged view- 

Sheltered from the pain and loss you’d known. 


Your paintings had changed, softened and mellowed, 
When you last came home, the year after dad had died. 
You sketched our kids, a horse beside the road, 

Hands quick, steady, sure; eyes clear and wide. 


ane ee eT SE, PT ee 


five years later 


Late night walking to your bus in crashing black rain, 
Too weak, too much wine, you stumbled, swept away. 
A flooded river swallowed and claimed 

You, my loving brother, kept from another day. 


Years ago you had cut the rope, drifted far away from shore 
| held on to the rope, let you go, though 


| could have done more, 


much more. 


| live on the top floor of a peeling blue 
apartment complex 

| live in a space that replicates the spaces 
beside it and below it 

my walls hue claustrophobia 

| never wake up on time and | never sleep 
soundly when | should 

| am my own biggest inconvenience 

my Mr. Coffee is my personal Jesus 

he turns water into coffee for 

me every morning miracle 

the mug empties itself into my mouth 

a valve opens in the quarry of my stomach 
empty otherwise 

| skip breakfast 

there must be more than this 

shuffle of days 

| am stuffed full of common law and rhetoric 
lam jimmy rigged with automatic responses 
| stop drop and roll 

| look before crossing 

| floss twice daily 

| don’t swallow gum 

| don’t play with guns 

| drink Coke 

_ | live in constant fear of ending up with 
missing pieces 

| live in constant fear of ending up with 
someone else's 

and the struggle that 

goes with trying to make 

things fit 

| bend 

just enough not to break 

and when | do break 

| look on the internet for better 

methods of bending 

| grow thinner in my 

bathroom mirror 

my face is what one would 

call gaunt to be polite 

the not so wary would say 

| look hungry and tired and old 


and they would be correct 

I've been wearing the same socks for seven days 
they really do smell just awful 

but they are always easy to find 

| leave them by my sneakers in the living room 

my roommate will walk over them around a thousand 
times before tossing them blindly through the door 
to my bedroom where they land on top of the piling 
clothes and dying houseplants 

you told me once you were afraid of dying 

| told you that | was afraid of not dying of going on 
forever in an endless cycle of more and more beginnings 
and then you kissed me when | said that 

as you often did when you were unclear of what | meant 
you would kiss me anyway 

and you too became part of my routine 

a thing that began so long ago | hardly 

can conjure the memory of your absence 

your body so molded to mine in our bed at night 

one heavy arm draped across the middle 

dividing my body into two hemispheres 

my clothes arguing around my edges like land masses 
on the water of my skin. 

you the explorer the settler the flag bearer 

claiming me 

and my routine. 

in the morning | will wake up and start packing 

you will laugh and help 

just to humor me 

| will move to an apartment with peeling blue siding 
there will be extra room in which to rattle 

and | will rattle you loose from me. 


Kevin Douglas 


“nightfall” 


Nightfall 

The big boat sails 
Into the Ivory Coast, 
Of Africa. 

A little girl screams 


Shoved > 


On to the big boat, 

She and others. 

Taken to a foreign land, 
Taught a foreign language, 
Whipped, tortured, raped, 
Auctioned off! 

"I'll take the big one." 

The red-faced plantation owner said. 
In an instant 

The big one is gone. 
Given a new master. 
Working on new land. 
From daybreak till 
NIGHTFALL 


“second hand goods. 


PSN Nae AS ENA ETAT A RANA AOD 


Tara felt herself shrink under the towering voice 
of her father. Fragments of tirade assaulted her. 

“All the money we spent on your training...the 
time and effort...such a great disappointment to us 
all...only second place...how could you miss some- 
thing so easy?...” 

And it went on. Tara felt herself growing smaller 
and smaller as she watched her father’s chest heave in 
and out with his thunderous castigations. She noticed 
how his belt buckle reflected the kitchen light with 
each new reproach and how blotchy his face had 
become. Slowly, as if an invisible cylindrical cone was 
being constructed around her from the ground up, she 
felt herself being insulated from everything around 
her. She could see her father’s lips move and see her 
mother’s hands gesturing for him to calm down, but 
her ears heard only a faint humming sound. 

Still in a semi-trance, she turned, gathering her 
purse and jacket, and walked out into the warm May 
morning. If anyone called after her, she didn’t hear. 
She walked south, thinking that it was bound to be 
warmer in that direction, and two blocks further on, 
she turned right at Orange Street. It was Saturday, 
and Tara was suddenly surprised at the amount of 
traffic and shoppers. Maybe, she thought, that’s 
because I’m always up before dawn and in the gym. 

At 15, Tara was pale and slight. Her rigorous diet 
and long practice sessions kept her five foot and one 
inch frame under a hundred pounds, and her lack of 
outdoor activity kept her light skin almost as white as 
a Kleenex. She stopped at the corner of Brevard and 
Mariposa and looked around. Slowly sounds and col- 
ors were reemerging and she noticed the healthy 
glows of other children’s faces. Feeling even more 
inadequate, she shoved her naked arms into her jacket 
and walked on. Suddenly she felt a hand grab her as 
she stepped down from the curb and looked up to see 
the concerned face of a woman pointing to the traffic 
light. Tara mumbled something and followed the 
woman across the street. 

As she walked, she reflected on the past ten 
years, or what she could remember of them. She 
went from home to school to the gym and back home 
again. Since her first grade teacher told her parents 
that she would be a great gymnast one day, she had 
spent almost every waking hour being molded into 
another Marylou Retton. And now the payoff--second 
in the regionals, not quite good enough to compete in 
the nationals. She had lost by .5 in the all-around. 


And all because of one missed split-jump on the bal- 
ance beam. 

Tara saw a park and walked in. She found a 
bench with no other occupants and sat on one end, 
feeling the vastness of the slats envelope her. All the 
“seconds” started racing through her mind: second- 
hand news, second-string quarterback, second-hand 
clothes, second-hand cars, second-place Tara. What 
was it that her father had boomed at her, that no one 
ever remembered who came in second. That wasn't 
winning, he had screamed, only “placing.” That was 
in horse racing, she thought, wasn’t it? 

Slowly a sad parade of images marched through 
her mind: the smallest puppy in the litter being 
stepped on by the bigger ones, the one tree that never 
raised to the stately level of the others lining the main 
road and had to be chopped down, the smallest kid in 
class never being picked for the team, the smallest 
baby bird not getting the nourishment needed to con- 
tinue existence. She pulled a compact mirror from her 
bag and looked at herself. She had been told several 
times that she was pretty. Her oval face and hazel 
eyes were framed by light brown hair that was usually 
pulled back in a ponytail. She pulled the stretch band 
from her head and shook her hair loose. It fell softly 
around her face and she smiled for the first time that 
day. 

Looking up again, her sudden awareness of color 
almost overwhelmed her. “This is Spring,” she 
thought, and rose from the bench. She walked slowly, 
examining clusters of pink, white, and red azaleas, and 
inhaling the sweet perfume of lilacs and hyacinths. 
She noticed the different shapes and shades of the 
newly emerging leaves, how they fluttered and whis- 
pered in the breeze. She watched squirrel’s chase 
each other up and down the branches and listened to 
the many different bird songs. 

A sudden sense of urgency overcame her, an 
awareness of having missed such simple pleasures for 
so long. Aside from a few school and gym friends, 
her entertainment had been limited to a few movies 
and parties. Even then, she was always told what to 
eat, when to sleep, and what kind of activities to join 
in. Now she felt a spring in her step and almost 
joined a bunch of younger children playing soccer. 
When the ball strayed her way, she kicked it so hard 
that it flew over their heads and toward the lake. 
Giggling an apology, she followed the lake around to 
a large fountain surrounded by a low, marble wall. 


ist Place Prose 


SESS 2 ED SBS SE TT SESS SE TD TE LT 
She sat on the ledge and felt the sun warm her face. 


When she realized that she was hungry, she left 
the park and went into the center of town. Shops 
lined the streets and individuals had set up stalls in a 
makeshift farmers’ market. She watched a woman 
neatly wrapping fresh-baked cupcakes in plastic wrap 
and putting them on a tray for sale. Unexpectedly, 
the woman squeezed one too hard and chipped off a 
piece of lemon icing, creating a small dent on the 
side of the cupcake. She wrapped it and laid it on a 
separated tray with a few other items already on it. 
Tara approached and saw that the tray held a sign 
saying “Reduced.” A slight chill ran through her and 
she hastened over. 


“Excuse me,” Tara addressed the woman, “Why 
are these items reduced?” 

The woman smiled up at Tara’s apparent naivete. 
“My dear, they're damaged goods,” the woman 
replied. 

“But,” Tara began, “Il saw you pick up the cup- 
cake. You only...” 

“Dented it?” the woman completed the sentence. 
“Yes, but people don’t want to buy seconds. They 
want only the prettiest things, the perfectly decorated 
cakes.” 

“But,” Tara continued,” there’s nothing different 
between them, other than their looks.” 

“Yes, there is,” she smiled, “their price. The 
more clever shoppers know a bargain when they see 
one. That's why that tray stays nearly empty.” She 
held the cupcake out to Tara. “Did you want this one, 
dear?” Tara nodded and reached for her purse. 

“Please, take it as a gift for being such an obser- 
vant girl. You'll find that seconds usually have much 
more to offer for their value.” 


Tara took the cupcake and felt tears well up in 
her eyes. “And in people?” she thought to herself. 

She bought a soda and walked through a booth 
where someone was selling plants. The geraniums 
caught her eye and she picked up one small pot with 
a red geranium in full bloom and another hanging 
limply from a broken stem. 

“Fifty cents, if you want it,” came a voice. 

“Tara turned and found a small man in faded 
over-alls smiling at her. Gray wisps of hair popped 
out randomly, from under a straw hat, and he held a 
flat of ageratums. 


“But the sign says $2.50,” Tara said, 
already sensing his response. 

“But that one’s damaged: miss. People | 
won't pay $2.50 for it.” He shuffled over, took 
the pot and held it up for inspection. 
“Actually, you might not want to pay fifty 
cents either.” a 

“But why not? It’s a beautiful geranium. — 
Will it die?” 

“Oh, no! See this here, where it’s bro- ¥ 
ken?” She nodded as he pointed at the 
injured joint. “It will close up and a new limb ~ 
will appear next to it. It will be right as rain in 
a few weeks.” : 

She handed him fifty cents and he put 
the plant in a small bag. 

“You'll find, miss, that most things in 
nature will bounce right back and heal them- — 
selves. It’s just that people want perlectoy 
every time. Unreasonable, that is.’ 

She thanked him and walked back 
toward home. She reentered the park and 
strolled along the lake, thinking about her 
future. One more year of school and then on — 
to the college of my choice, preferably away, — 
she thought. And I'll study what! wantto 
study - perhaps botany, or biology. She 
approached the fountain. 

“So a piece of icing chipped off - so 
what?” She asked the marble cherub pouring 
water from a bowl. “It hasn’t damaged the — 
value of these goods.” <7 

She laid her bag and jacket down along 
with her geranium, jumped lightly onto the — 
marble ledge, stood tall, smiled, and executed 
a perfect split-jump. 


“cyber help” 


Jan 3 

hi, my name is todd williams and i’m 17, a senior at roberts high in midland nc. i just got this computer and 
i've never been on-line before but my school counselor said that you guys were legit and understood stuff 
going on and could give advice. i mean, i’m not suicidal or anything like that, just having a hard time now 
and then with my girl. my parents work a lot and i don’t see them much, and sometimes i need to talk. my 
girl tried out for cheerleading and got on the team. she doesn’t have much time for me now, and i can hardly 
get her to go out with me. i mean, we've been together since the 8th grade. she’s really pretty, and special. 
well, that’s who i am. i don’t know if | have to have some special problem or something or can just write. 


jan 4 

hi lee, thanks for writing back so soon. i didn’t know you guys were real counselors, but as i said, i don’t 
have a special problem or nothing, just a bit lonely sometimes. see, shannon, my girl, has no time for me 
now. she’s interested in the guy that plays right tackle on the football team cause he’s got big muscles and 
stuff and i’m thin, scrawny, she tells me. plus i just have my allowance and a bit i make bringing groceries to 
people's cars on the weekends. seems that’s not enough for her anymore. we used to be happy just hanging 
out at a movie or bowling, but now she wants to ride around in this guy’s maxima all shiny and stuff. my 
dad's old chevy pickup is not good enough anymore. she’s such a great girl, i really love her and can’t stand 
her with that jerk. how do i win her back? 


jans 

hey, man! don’t knock my girl, don’t tell me she’s not worth it. you don’t know her, do you? so don’t be say- 
ing we may be growing in different directions and i might be better off with someone else. man, you don’t 
understand. i love her. she’s my life! 


jan 6 

fee: i'm sorry i blew up. i read back over your e-mail a few times and realized what you were saying. yeah, 
we're growing apart i guess. i'm still happy with the things we used to do and she’s not. maybe it’s a stage 
she’s going through but i don’t understand that stuff. maybe it’s a girl thing. i don’t want to lose her and 
don’t look at anyone else. i will try what you suggest and ask her out for dinner next week. i can’t do it this 
week, not enough money. hey, thanks, lee. sorry about that. your friend, todd. 


jan7 : 

lee, i asked her and she said yes! i’m so glad. she wants to go to this fancy place in the next town, but when 
i told her i couldn't afford it, she said jarrod would take her there. i said i’d try to get the money, so i'm mow- 
ing a few lawns this weekend. man, i can’t wait. i’m borrowing mom's car too. wish me luck!! 


an 10 

om home from school today, got into a fight with jarrod yesterday. he messed up my face a bit, told me that 
shannon was his girl and i’d better stay away. she just stood there and didn’t stick up for me or anything. | 
really don’t want to go back to school tomorrow. i don’t know how to face them anymore. i wonder if she’s 
still going to have dinner with me Saturday night. i tried to call her at home but her mom said she was in 
the shower and she didn’t call me back. man, i can’t believe this is happening. can’t she see how much i 
love her? maybe if i buy her something, huh? think that’s a good idea? 


15 


an1 

168t Henct day of my life. went to pick her up, and she wasn’t home. her mom said she and jarrod went to 
some restaurant in monroe where they had reservations, MY reservations! lee, how could she do this to 
me? i don’t understand. i don’t know what to do. i wish i had some of that stuff they’re passing around at 
school. some kind of pill to make you feel better they said. man, i sure need it. i even got my best suit out. 
got her flowers and all, really thought this would be special. i was so mad i started driving to monroe to the 
restaurant to see her. i mean, this sucks. came back home and mom and dad laughed. felt like i’d been 
sucker-punched. i might just try one of those pills. 


jan 18 . BE = 
lee, had a test, couldn’t get on-line. bad day at school monday. shannon wouldn't even look at me. itried © 
to get her between classes but she just ignored me. bummer. ps: don’t worry, i only tried one, got me sick 
as a dog! threw up all night! 


feb 4 Y 
lee, dad got the internet bill, too high. he’s mad. can’t stay on long. will try to check every few days or so 
and say hi. really been down, life sucks. 


feb 13 ie 
lee, man, sorry again for not getting your messages. no, mom and dad don’t know how i’m feeling. i told 
you, they don’t listen, no time for me. they go out dancing on the weekends with their friends. i'll try to get 


on again in a few days. don’t worry. just getting over a bump in the road. your friend, todd. 


feb 17 
lee, wow, one of my friends almost died tuesday night. they rushed him to the hospital in monroe and had 
to pump out his stomach. i don’t know what he was taking, but it must have been real bad. he gets this 
stuff, i don’t know from where. i told him last week i didn’t want anymore, one was enough. he called me a 
wimp and told me to get lost. i did. wow, tried to tell mom and dad. dad got really ticked, told me he’d 
break my legs if he ever caught me taking any stuff like that. i didn’t say anything. lee, do a lot of people 
write to you about these things? i hear about it on the news and stuff, but never knew anyone to get really 
sick. he could have died. man, it scares me to think that i would have taken more if you hadn’t gotten on 
my case about it. you’re a good guy, thanks. your friend todd. 


mar 10 % 
kevin died. that’s the guy i told you about the other day who they rushed to the hospital. he ran his car off 
the road last night on a curve. man, i’m real upset. we’ve been friends since 6th grade when they moved > 
here. i should have introduced him to you. 


mar 12 § 
lee, thanks for the nice words. yeah, i'll miss him, but you’re right, he did this to himself. no, i don’t feel any 
to blame. i tried to say they were no good, but he didn’t listen. a bunch of crap goes down here every 
day.i'll be glad to get out this spring. i want to go to the community college in monroe to be an electrician. 
that and science i like a lot. my grama always said to become a plumber, electrician or carpenter because 
they're always building houses. i guess she was right. i miss her. oh, i saw shannon at the store the other 
day and tried to talk to her. she broke into tears and ran away. now what was that all about? i was working 


and couldn't chase her. thought of calling, but i know you said not to so i didn’t. she would have probably 
hung up on me or something. 


FT IE ne Oe ance Se de Pe a ns eee 
mar 29 ; 
lee, sorry about time gap. warm weather, busy with farm stuff. nothing new. i took your suggestion and 
went to see the shop teacher. he’s letting me borrow electrical books and said i could come in and work on 
some small projects. also took your other suggestion and had the science teacher give me a small project. 
i'm making a small water recycling plant. it’s fun. thanks, lee. but i still don’t understand women at all. 
- every time shannon sees me, she gets misty-eyed. what did i do wrong? is she mad at me after she 
dumped me for jarrod? i still see them together. i don’t understand women at all. think maybe she wants 
me back? i guess that’s too much to ask, huh? 


apr 4 

lee, oh my god, lee, someone at school said shannon is pregnant. i can’t believe it. she’s such a nice girl, | 
mean, we never...she never, ya know. god, i can’t believe it. i don’t know what to do. i’ve been thinking 
about what you said last week about women and their thinking. i think you were trying to tell me that some- 
times as girls get older they want some new or different attention, and that’s what jarrod gave her. i think 
you were saying that she knew and still knows that i care, but she wanted something more challenging to 
make her feel she’s good at catching men. i don’t understand that too much. i don’t think jarrod was hard to 
get, he chased her. but if what i heard today is true, she wasn’t too hard to get either. that thought gets me 
sick. him and her. gets me sick. lee, if all those things you said were right, why is she looking at me so sad 
now? i guess he’s gonna marry her now, he should, i would. i still would. hey, how do you know about how 
a woman thinks? i guess you guys ask each other, huh? i’m trying to look at shannon’s clothes, she is wear- 
ing loose ones. she looks awful. should i call her? 


apr 16 

lee, well, it’s true, i guess. about shannon being pregnant and all. she’s been out sick a few days, and the 
girls are laughing at her and staying away. she’s been wearing all loose clothes every time i see her, but i 
don’t see her with jarrod all the time. she’s not cheering anymore either. she looks real tired and sad. i want 
to talk to her, but don’t know what to say. i’m glad i kind of understand what you were trying to tell me. you 
think maybe she’s feeling sorry about things now. you said not to call her, why? maybe she needs me, espe- 
cially if jarrod’s dumping her cos of this kid thing. you said something about women having “affairs of the 
heart." i don’t understand that. what do you mean? who told you that? 


apr 17 
you're a woman? why didn’t you say so? no, i guess it wouldn't matter, i don’t think. i guess maybe it’s 


helped. i just thought lee was a man’s name, it is here. wow, i feel funny knowing i’ve been talking to a 
woman all this time. but i think it's been good, cos i wouldn't have understood some of what's been going 
on with shannon. you said she might need the support of someone who loves her in the future. here iam. i 
hope she remembers that. well miss lee, i’m glad i didn’t say anything too personal, i mean, too man stuff- 
ish, ya know. your friend, todd. 


apr 20 
lee, oh, lee, you were right again, about shannon. she’s in the hospital now, she went to some backyard doc- 


tor to try to get rid of the baby. he made a mess my mom said and now shannon’s in the hospital near 
dying. i've been sick over it. last night her mother called me and said shannon asked for me. i drove 
straight over to the hospital and she was in a part coma, coming out once in a while. she didn’t recognize 
me and i had to tell her who i was a couple of times. finally she kind of smiled and reached for my hand and 
said "i'm sorry." i’m not sure what she meant, i guess she’s sorry she got pregnant or landed in the hospital. 
her parents are real worried and asked me to come back today. you once mentioned red carnations in one of 
your notes, so i’m going to buy some. will let you know. todd 


apr 22 ) 
ee i think shannon’s gonna get better. she looked straight at me today and smiled. her hand felt a little bet- 
ter too, not so weak. her parents said they almost lost her. my heart’s been so sick. i can hardly eat or Shes 
sleep. she loved the flowers, i’m bringing some more today. no one else from school has been to see her. 
i'm glad school’s almost over, i guess she'll have to finish at night school or something. she’s just like the 
shannon i used to know, but there’s something else in her eyes i don't understand. maybe she'll tell me, or 
maybe you know. well, miss lee, any ideas? 


apr 30 
ice. ah anaee got to come home today. i went to sit with her every day and we've gotten to know each other 
again. you said in your last message that you thought she was feeling regret for her course of action and | 
that she’s now realizing what she had. wow, she said almost the same words. i almost told her about you, 
but didn’t. she wondered why i was smiling like i was. i just said i was glad she was feeling better. she 
asked me to forgive her and start over. i kissed her hand and said we'd take a step at a time, just like you 
told me to do. she pulled my head forward and kissed me. i floated out of her house. 


may 21 . 
ice ‘ve been real busy with farm, chores, graduation and shannon. things going well. weather hood and — 
working on early crops. shannon’s making up school work and going with me to community college this fall 
for social work. she told me the whole story in between tears. jarrod made all kinds of promises to get her 
to do it, then told her she was a stupid fool for not using anything. she said she thought that was true love, 
but realized it wasn’t. that’s why she broke into tears that day when she saw me, she said she realized what 
she had lost. i almost told her that you said the same things, but didn’t. i guess that can stay our secret! 

= 
jun 15 3 
dear miss lee, i asked shannon to marry me today and she said "yes!" i’m so excited! but, i feel this # time a 
she really does love me. she is MY girl for good this time. we're going to wait another year to marry so we 
can both get jobs and get a college routine going. please send me a snail mail address so i can send you an 
announcement. you've really been a pal. i know there’s nothing i can do to help you, but if there ever is, i’m 
here for you too. i’m getting off computer for a while to concentrate on duties here but will check in a few 
days to get your address. your friend forever, todd. 


jun 17 aq 
dear miss lee, thanks for the address and your words of congratulations. when i said the other aa that i i y 
would do anything to help you if i can, you said [you already did more than you realize.>] i don’t know that i 
understand that completely, but i think i do a bit. i felt better knowing that i was needed. maybe that’s what 
you mean. i hope so. let’s stay in touch. forever your friend, todd 


fi “on the death of my husband” 


Relaxing into the black leather lounge chair, she 
took in the mahogany walls and the matching desk 
with its brass fixtures: 

(ST ey 02) yc) deer ee paper weight................ 
ANI Clene acer teseecteskes the pen and pencil set with holder. 


The nautical clock on the wall, also brass, the bright 
red plush carpeting, and the large ficus tree in the cor- 
ner she knew were all there to brighten and add 
warmth to the room, but it still felt dreary to her. Even 
the large picture window behind the desk, showing a 
panorama of the downtown skyscrapers did not help. 


It became very quiet, as if the whole room were 
waiting. 


So, where to begin... 


| was married for 18 years, and my husband, Joe, 
died two years ago. But he was out of my life long 
before that. 


| was named Daisy by my parents, after Daisy 
Buchanan from The Great Gatsby, and maybe that has 
been my talisman. As Mr. Fitzgerald writes, “that’s 
the best thing a girl can be in the world, a beautiful lit- 
tle fool.” 

| taught Special Ed. and met my husband at a 
Special Olympics event where he was a volunteer. He 
was a worker on the line at the Fisher body plant, but 
he said that he volunteered at events like this all the 
time. Just like me, he was an only child whose par- 
ents had died. A blue collar assembly line man, he 
seemed to really care about social issues. He also 
seemed interested in everything else | cared about. 
After we were married, however, he just pretended to 
care about my interests, then slipped into just tolerat- 
ing them, eventually not caring at all. Soon all that 
seemed to matter to him was watching sports on TV 
and occasional weekend fishing trips with his “bud- 
dies” from work. When he came home in the evening, 
he would eat dinner in silence, then grab his Labatts 
and plop down in front of the TV, drinking the beer 
until he was drunk enough to sleep. 

After a few beers he would start calling me 
“Dizzy” and laugh like it was the biggest joke in the 
world. For 18 years he would call me “Dizzy,” and 
laugh his fool head off. 


Surely this was not the man that | had married: or 
was it? He was a “lifer” at the plant; everyone he 
knew worked there, some may even have been his 
friends. The money from working there was good, 
and he did not have the education that | had. What 
else could he do? We lived in his parents’ house, 
which he had inherited completely paid for when his 
parents had died. Maybe he figured that once he got 
married, that’s all there was to his life. | don’t know. 
God knows he never talked about it. We both loved 
kids, but even casual talk about having them soon dis- 
sipated. In fact, any type of conversation between us 
stopped. 

Eventually, | found myself getting out of the 
house whenever | could. 1! started spending entire 
weekends working in my garden as long as the 
weather permitted; another thing he feigned interest 
in when we first met. | expanded my garden to veg- 
etables. Once | asked him if there were any particular 
types he would like me to grow and | was simply 
given a snort in reply. So | added flowers that attract- 
ed butterflies and even had a picture of my “butterfly 
garden” published in the gardening section of the 
Press. 

But | also needed to get away in the evenings, so 
when | saw an ad in the Press, asking for volunteers to 
help the Youth Center on Hemlock Street, | jumped at 
the chance, even though it was in a rough part of 
town. | told my husband about it, hoping, perhaps, 
that he would object out of concern for my safety, but 
he just grunted. So | went out evenings and he stayed 
home drinking his Labatts and watching sports; any 
sport, or anything that had any semblance of being a 
sport. Baseball, basketball, football, hockey, racing, 
boxing, wrestling, soccer, curling, lacrosse, Australian 
rules football, things | had never heard of and had 
absolutely nothing to do with real life. 

| soon became so interested in my work at the 
youth center, | quit my teaching job so that | could vol- 
unteer full time. We didn’t need my income, and | still 
don’t; | get plenty from his life insurance and pension. 
Anyway, it kept me away all evening. | would leave 
dinner for my husband in the fridge, and he took to 
keeping a cooler for his beer next to his chair in front 
of the TV, since | was no longer there to get it for him. 

My husband started to go fishing on the week- 
ends during the winter, ice fishing or floating down 
rivers that do not freeze. “The fish are hungrier and 


easier to catch in the winter,” he told me, but | 
knew that it was just an excuse to get away and 
drink beer. | was home more on the weekends in 
the winter without my garden to tend to. We 
found that the more we were apart and the less we 
said to each other, the better we got along. 

Then one night when | came home, there was 
an ambulance in our driveway and a fire truck out 
front. My husband had suffered a heart attack. 
What still amazes me, is that he managed to get to 
a phone and call 911. | had never seen him get out 
of that chair for anything. 

They had him stabilized by the time | got 
there and they were ready to take him to the hos- 
pital. The medic asked if | wanted to ride in the 
ambulance with my husband, but | told him | 
would just follow them in my car. 

| lost the ambulance when we got near the 
hospital, so it took me forever to find the 
Emergency Room and then to find a parking spot. 
They were still working on my husband when | 
finally got there, but they told me | could see him 
shortly. So | sat in the waiting room with its faded 
floor and pale yellow painted walls among the oth- 
ers waiting impatiently, some moaning, none look- 
ing at either of the two TV's babbling against each 
other on different channels. That peculiar hospital 
odor invaded the waiting room, adding to the sur- 
real setting from which | somehow felt totally 
detached. 

Soon the nurse came out and showed me to 
my husband’s room. There were I-vs and tubes 
attached to him everywhere. There was even a 
breathing tube down his throat attached to a res- 
pirator with which a therapist was working. It was 
because of the breathing tube, they told me, that 
he would not be able to talk. He was sedated any- 
way. Clean blankets were neatly placed over him, 
his arms loosely restrained with all the I-v’s taped 
to them. But the rest of the room was in sham- 
bles--packaging materials, dirty linen, and other 
debris scattered all over the room and the floor. 
Drawers and cupboards were open and full of 
equipment, as were the shelves that took up all of 
the remaining space. | wondered how anyone 


working here could ever find what they needed. 

The nurse was very nice and said | could hold 
his hand and talk to him. When | reached out to 
take his hand, he suddenly jerked, tearing his hand 
away from mine. Startled, | pulled my hand back. 
The nurse said he was only confused from the 
medication and everything he had been through, 
which was only to be expected. The therapist was 
also nice and told me it was a normal reflexive 
action to grab for the breathing tube, and he 
encouraged me to take my husband's hand again 
and talk to him. 


| just smiled at the therapist and kept my 
hands to myself. 


The doctor finally came in and told me my 
husband was stable for now, but that his heart had 
been badly damaged. There was little they could 
do for now except to let him rest and allow for him 
to heal. They were planning to observe him 
overnight and probably transfer him to either a 
floor or an ICU in the morning, and that | was wel- 
come to stay. 

My husband remained sedated, so | just sat 
there, quietly observing him. After a while | left. 
When | got home, | told myself it was hardly any 
different with my husband not being there, but | 
still had a hard time getting to sleep. 

The next morning | just could not get myself 
together. Then | got lost going to the hospital. By 
the time | got there, my husband was in the ICU 
and unconscious. They told me his heart was get- 
ting worse. 

| had only been there a few minutes when 
suddenly his monitor alarms went off and they 
rushed me out of the room. They worked on him 
for two hours while periodically giving me 
updates. His heart was failing. Finally they let me 
see him. He was cleaned up and neat, but the 
room was in the same disarray as was the room in 
Emergency. The doctor started to ask me how 
aggressively | wanted to treat him, but before he 
even finished, | asked him to not keep my husband 
alive if only the life support machines were doing 


so. The doctor said they would not turn anything off, but 
if his heart stopped, they would not do anything to start it 
up again. He also told me that he did not believe that there 
was much brain activity left. | almost laughed. 
| did not think there ever was much brain activity. 


They told me | could stay with him as long as | 
wanted. The nurse pulled up a nice chair next to his 
bed for me, turned the lights down, and left us. After 
awhile, | became very uncomfortable. This seemed 
like the most time we had spent together in years. 
Eventually, | got up and left. 


Late that night the hospital called to tell me he had 
died. | felt nothing. The nurse asked me if | wanted to 
come in and see him before they got him ready for the 


morgue, but | told her no and go ahead and take care 
of the body. 


| tried to recall the last thing we had said to 
each other, but | just could not remember. | still 
do not remember. 


But do you know what’s really sad? 
emit 62.06 fine woacs:- osad. 


felt no th: in g.: 


| even lost my passion for gardening; it just does 
not seem worth the effort anymore. Other than that, 
nothing in my life has changed. | still drive the same car. Za 
I’ve been meaning to sell his, but it’s still in the garage. 
There may still be some Labatts left in the cooler. 


But do you know what's really sad? 


Makes pg difference to me, Wu Sse etes 


Anthony Rodriquez! 
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The air stunk. And, as he would think back on this day, he would realize it was, as one critically 
acclaimed, yet largely unknown, author put it, "..the smell of life." A combination of trash, secretions, procre- 
ation. Stench, really. Putrid emanation birthed by the well-baked concrete open-air labyrinth grinning with 
blackened teeth of tar, mocking his pain. 

He would realize his "pain" was a mockery of him. He was, of coarse, a mockery of the man who had 
once inhabited his well-worn skin; now creasing with the cruel mockery of life, which stunk, which reminded 
him of this day. He really didn’t hurt at all-not right now anyway-but the posing helped others wash the 
summer with their tears, so he figured that masking his face in the porcelain of stoic grief was for the best. 
As was musing in prose. 

"I’m sorry, Cotton." 

Cotton nodded appropriately. 

"My condolences." 

Another nod. co £49k 
"She was...a good person." : — 
Nod. ite 2a 

A sigh, teary eyed. 

Nod. 

"Join us for dinner later?” 

Nod..no,wait. “I’m sorry, | can’t." | have to go. Get away from all of you. Don't you even age to me. 
You remind me of her. Leave. Don’t even say another word man, just go. 

"Okay. Give me a call, then." 

Nod. When Satan buys ice skates and has a hockey game on the lake of fire and sulphur. 

Or was it a river? i 

The parlor stood there, squeezed between a bodega and a corroded apartment building, its eyes tinted, ae - a 
no doubt to complete the ae a eget: somber look of it all; a pasate that was as the city was ~ ax i he 


through Friday sins. Its mouth gaped, a manufactured mourning dripping from its jane its breath reeking ofa 
cheap flowers and embalming fluid. 
The great crowd trickled from this mouth, the funeral parlor bolemically vomiting out the masses, only 
to fill its belly again with a fresh set of mourners, with new money. Finally was her mother. She alone | 1 oe 
touched Cotton’s soul. ae 
For a moment their eyes met, and the summer heat was a memory. 
Cotton saw in her eyes sadness...indescribable, really. The gray and milky yellow orbs sang of ree * 
Maybe | didn’t raise her right. Maybe | did forsake her in her neediest time. Maybe | should have valued her 
life more than that of the life of the brief pleasures gained on the squeaky bed in the back of the hair Pees 
on Grand Avenue. av TER) Gee 
She took him to a place he did not wish to be. : ae 
Cotton blinked, then looked at his shoes. He was not to play the religious zealot f sAetebitty and s 


would find him neither condemner nor anes 


He stared at his feet some more, then when he was fairly sure she had entered the second car in nthe i” 
procession, he walked away. 


to Walton to Grand Concourse to the Zoo to the Bronx river projects to Castle Hill to the North Side, wh a 
he now resided. It was almost morning by the time he reached his building. His room, His museum - 
of times dead staring the stare of dead into his barely-living soul. Grease printed crusty syringes: Dec 


PP 3 ON aca SA GNSS a eI STEN AUSSIE A BRE NOS ESOP NSE UL RCS ORS 
rubbers. Old rusty burners. Antiquities of those ancient days the only things keeping him off the damnable 
high and its pastels, swirling music. 

As he walked through the summer, Cotton almost cried many times, and had to compose himself many 
more. The knot stabbed him from hate, which was from love, which was from her. The pain was finally here. 

Jesus, he couldn't even think her name. "Her " would suffice, and "She." Featureless titles to go with a 
past that he wished to remain dumb and deaf. Faceless fetus, never to be brought into his new shiny world. 

Almost two years to the day. Three years, if you count the 52 weeks they fiercely loved under the sheets 
of the big H. That's what tore her from his insides, the damnable pleasures of the glassy-eyed needle. 

And so here he was. Two years removed from the grimy little clinic somewhere in Manhattan, where 
the pink-faced cop had taken him, most likely because law enforcement quotas didn’t include heroin addicts 
pissing on walls. 

The walls to him looked the same color of their sheets, upon which they laughed, loved, smoked, 
laughed, snorted, laughed, loved, shot up. And cried after the high was gone. And so he cried. He bawled 
as the big black lady with the shiny wig and too bright lipstick asked him if he was "okay, baby," from behind 
the receptionist’s station. 

He was waif-like then, health disintegrated and eyes jerking like a wild animal after the tranquilizer sub- 
sided. Trapped by people whose caring eyes greeted him like demons. Reminders. 

No more Candyland. 

No more worlds of light pastels and swirling music. 

No more "She" or "Her." 

And at night, as his medicine wore off the walls started closing in. And his fingers didn’t work to press 
the little button that rang a bell somewhere in the walls that were closing in on him so the fat nurse could 
squeeze through the awfully tiny door that was coming closer and closer... 

It was then he would know, he would feel, he would taste, he would just know, man. He would know 
she was having a fix. Know she was dying, but not the way he was - blinding pain reaching into his brain, 
man his brain, and digging and clawing and taking a bite out of his consciousness, bloody and gurgling with 
satisfaction at the fact that his penance was being served icy cold. No, she was dying happy. And flying. 
Soft like her breasts and easy like her laugh, she was wasting away. 

But he was getting better and gee, wouldn't Grandpa be proud? 

He always thought of this during grief. She was still his ultimate, underlying addiction. 

And Cotton hated her. Because she stayed with it. And now, now when he was ready to face her again 
and drag her by her skinny white arm to a clinic somewhere in Manhattan where a big black lady with a shiny 
wig and too bright lipstick would ask if she was "okay, baby?" and he would smile and say “Yes, she’s 
just...she needs help," and they would oblige because that’s what they do, help pathetic addicts get better, 
and they would take her to a hospital where the walls would shrink, but he would be there to stroke her I.V.’d 
hand that couldn't press the button and tell her, "It’s alright, baby girl, it’s alright. The pain will go away soon. 
I'm here. I’m always here,” and she would look at him and her beautiful green eyes would not be so crazy 
and her face would soften and she would just blink and turn her head toward the ceiling and close those eyes 
and go to sleep, safe, knowing that she would wake up to Cotton because he would never, not in a million 
years, leave this woman he 23 


.loved? 
When he was ready. She died on him. 


Cotton sat on his bed as the sun broke the horizon into a million little pieces of pastels and swirling 
music. He swallowed into his grief. And lit a cigarette. Stared a long, blank stare at his Museum. 


Finally, hands trembling, he stood. 


“raku glass 


ist Place Sculpture 


“a beginning” 


ieee 


‘nergy 


UOUG DAY 


2, 


NY ' 4 


MARY MASON 


uw 


“sky 


CHRIS GRIMM 


29 


1st Place Digital Art 
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LYUIA OAKES 


“four seasons” 


ART 


Svetlana Kopylova 
Nam Nguyen 

Adam T. Huffstetler 
Han Cashion 

Trudy Cox 

Shirley Bullock 
Michelle Knoell Phifer 
Maria Elena Lozano 
Charleen Patterson 
Jeff Andrews 


PROSE 


Damion Cloud 
Melissa Sawyer 
Melissa Sawyer 


POETRY 


Kristen Foster 

Louann Galanty 
Louann Galanty 
Louann Galanty 


[ FREEDOM PARK ] 

[ APPLE ] 

[ THE JAR ] 

[ MY PUPPY IN MOOD ] 

[ THE KNOWN AND THE UNKNOWN ] 
[ AN AMISH FARM ] 

[ FLIGHT ] 

[ SILHOUETTE ] 

{ THE PURPLE SIDE OF THE GARDEN ] 
[ DAYDREAMER ] 


{ MATT MEETS TIC: CHAPTER 3 ] 
[ DOROTHY, THE KITE ] 


[ SICK AND TIRED ] 


[ PRESERVE ] 

[ HEAVEN’S SCENT ] 
[ THE TRAIN ] 

[ THE FERRYMAN ] 


PHOTOGRAPHY 


Paula Chapman 
Phillip Traywick 
Cathy McBride 
Mike B. Demmons 
Deidre Lutts 
Reggie Jenkins 

B. J. Tarle 
Heather Harvey 
Ryan McMahon 
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none none 


NAM NGUYEN has been studying the visual arts at CPCC for some time. As winner of both the art and photography categories, it is easy to 
see how one medium can cross over into the next, and experimentation can bring forth the dreamy, surreal look of the photograph 
“Dreamboat.” KAREN JONES says that her painting “Life is a Bowl of Oranges” is representative of the juggling that we do with the differ- 
ent areas of our lives. Juggling between living life, family, career and art, Karen is a returning student after 23 years and thinks of paint- 
ing as a form of therapy and she likes periwinkle blue. HAN CASHION began painting shortly after her migration to America from Korea about 
ten years ago and in that time her art has become her true passion in life. She strives to develop her art as a universal language, using her 
dual cultural experience as something of a Yin and Yang or Eastern and Western cultures, while using it as a means to communicate with 
humanity. DONNA WELCH has had a pottery studio for almost twenty years, and did some painting while a student at UNCC. In January she 
© started painting again, just for the fun of it, and produced “Bowl with Apples” as her second piece. Her use of complementary colors we 


<C thought was particularly impressive. 


KAREN JONAS has been taking pictures for years, but as her children have grown, and she has been taking some photography classes at 
CPCC, she has gotten much more serious and inspired to look for that perfect picture. Besides, it is her favorite thing to do. She’d even- 
tually like to display and sell some of her work, but even then photography would be something she does solely for enjoyment. MIKE 
DEMMONS thinks of photography as a way to play composer, orchestra and audience, and hopes, through this medium, to become financially 
successful enough to justify the cost of his camera and photographic equipment. He is inspired by the work of Ansel Adams—his mini- 
malistic style, sophistication, and extreme technical aptitude—and strives to tell a visually interesting and well-defined story through pho- 
tography. DEIORKE LUTTS is back in the pages of Keystone this year with her photograph “Dublin.” The three-dimensional shapes and dis- 
tinct shadows create an obscurity that turn this photograph into more of an experience of curiosity and imagination than simply a picture. 
Her photographic perspective leads the viewer to consider not only the object and the moment, but the possibilities of significance as well. 


PHOTOGRAPHY 


MELISSA SAYYER is not only a repeat winner in Keystone, but a former literary editor for the publication as well. In addition, she is 
currently working on CPCC’s The Spark, a student newspaper. We’re delighted to have her back, as her piece “Rice Poet” is such a concise, 


yet vivid moment, and the poem works on so many levels in so small a space, much like the subject of the poem. ROBERT BRAME, like = 


many of our poetry and prose winners, has been inspired by CPCC creative writing instructor Irene Honeycutt. He majored in English at 


UNC, but returned to school here at Central Piedmont in order to learn to weld. Having had to put down the pen in order to raise a family, _ 


as a retiree, he has begun to write seriously again and influenced by the work of Ralph Waldo Emerson, he hopes to leave his writing as a 
remembrance for his great grand children. KRISTEN FOSTER is not only a poet but an actress as well. She enjoys not only writing poet- 
ry, but reading it to audiences as well, thinking of poetry as more of a personal experience than fiction. She enjoys sharing these moments 
of personal experience with an audience and draws from her acting experience in order to more vividly convey her poems. Her favorite 


POETRY 


be thankful that at least in our part of the world, that time is past. 


color is brown because her room was painted that color when she was little. KEVIN DOUGLAS is a creative writing student at CPCC. His 
poem “Nightfall” was written as an assignment for one of his classes in which he was to follow a particular form. It is, however, the starkness — 
and the imagery of the piece that really brings the reader to a consider a particular, and not particularly pleasant, moment in time, andto 


a 
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LOUANN GALANTY is one of our several repeat winners, this time around taking both first and second place in the prose category and we grate- 
fully welcome her back to the pages of Keystone. These stories bring us to consider the struggles of our formative years and the rewards 
of seeing them through with a positive attitude. She has recently finished work on her first novel. FREQ VANOERWEIUE is an avid reader who 
is inspired by the works of Kazuo Ishiguro and Lain Banks, and by the classes that he has taken from Irene Honeycutt. He likes to get 
involved in CPCC’s annual literary festival and has found the experience to be extremely rewarding in the past. He hopes to teach litera- 
ture, but in the meantime enjoys writing and reading four to six novels a week. ANTHONY ROGRIGUEZ is another of our repeat contributors, 
and a former literary editor for Keystone as well. He enjoys writing because of the relaxing effect that it has on him, and tries to bring bits 
of his life experience into his fiction. He hopes that one day he will write a fiction novel. We hope that he will write several, as his use of 
imagery truly brings a scene alive and draws the reader into his tale. 


PROSE 


H. LESTER MORRIS is an export sales manager who has found meditation and therapy in the clay that he works with. He is also interested in 
language and the art of communication, as would be necessary in his line of work, and in addition, enjoys working with pen and ink and a 
variety of other mediums. His favorite color is green. 1006 04 started taking pottery and drawing classes at CPCC in order to better appre- 
ciate the arts. His piece “A Beginning” is something of a monument to hands, as these useful appendages are what make nearly all art, 
and life as we know it, possible. His cross-medium experience is evident in the use of color within this three-dimensional piece. ERICK J. 
MOFFIETT is always compelled by a creative spirit and feels that the creative process can be used for the enjoyment of both the artist and 
the audience. His sculpture “The Impro Phoenix” was done as a class assignment that challenged the student to create a self portrait. Erich 
created his out of a 2 x 8. MARY MASON is another of our repeat winners and we are glad to have her back. Her sculpture brings a new mean- 
ing to an old adage, and is remarkably crafted. She likes to work with organic forms that pull the viewer into the piece, while at the same 
time creating something that is functional. 


SCULPTURE - 


ce CHRIS GRIMM started at CPCC as a photography student, but after being inspired by one of his instructors, he has switched his concentration 
to computer art. Though he is not sure of his long-term goals Chris is interested in Web and Commercial Design. He also enjoys painting 
and writing poetry and finds inspiration in the urban landscapes of New York, Pittsburgh, New Orleans and of course, Charlotte. We look 
forward to seeing more from this talented young man. LIA OAKES is an interior designer whose favorite color is black. Hoping to make a 
career change, she began studying advertising and graphic design at CPCC. Computer art has become a fun way to combine the creativi- 
ty that she has developed in her years as an interior designer with the technical skills that she is developing in her computer classes at 
CPCC. Although she is looking forward to a second career in the advertising field, she really hopes that one day she will illustrate children’s books. 
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ALEX HORSTMAN is a local visual artist currently working with the Avenue 
Group here in Charlotte. He teaches web design on the internet, but also 
creates works with lithography, digital imagery and found objects. His 
work has been exhibited at the Blue Spiral Gallery in Asheville, and at the 
Blue Pony Gallery here in Charlotte. He taught visual arts at Appalachian 
State University from 1997 until 2000. Recently he worked on the Tiffany 
Chair for Charlotte's Chairs on Parade exhibit. 


CATHY SMITH BOV'ERS is poet-in-residence at Queens College and has been 
teaching there for eighteen years. She gained her Masters of English at 
Winthrop College in 1976 and afterwards taught high school English for 
ten years. She has produced two books of poetry The Love That Ended 
Yesterday in Texas and Traveling in Times of Danger, and is currently 
working on a third, to be entitled The Book of Minutes, which is influ- 
enced by the medieval religious text The Book of Hours. She has always 
been passionate about language and finds poetry to be a way that she 
can capture a moment and gain new insight into things or ideas that she 
has experienced before. There is a certain craftiness and tension to poet- 
ry that appeals to her in a way that prose simply is not able to. 


DIANE DAVIS has lived in Charlotte and worked as a freelance commercial 
artist since 1980. As a photographer she has studied and documented 
people and the environments that they create for over 20 years, hoping 
to capture the unique moment of the everyday experience. She says that 
"Settings that reflect the activities of life provide visual intrigue to me as 
an artist." Her work has been exhibited regionally and her photographs 
have been included in several local publications. She has also exhibited 
and taught at the Light Factory here in Charlotte. 


DAVIO FREEMAN is an artist with an extensive resume that spans some thir- 
ty five years of exhibitions, competitions, and a great many one-man- 
shows. He has appeared in several publications such as Personalities of 
the South and American Artists of Renown. His work is inspired and 
motivated by what he calls “...responses that | have to certain kinds of 
classical music.” He is also driven by the thought that the next painting 
should always be better than the last one, and though he thinks of art 
largely as work, rather than a hobby like many of our winners, he does 
strive to touch people in ways that they never have been, through art. 
This and the possibility of the occasional exhibition and sale has kept him 
working hard for the last forty years. 


DOROTHY HOGGES is a gallery owner who would like for her appreciation of 
art to rub off on everyone. It is a joy to her to promote artists whose work 
has gained her respect and admiration, and the pleasure that art has 
given her is something that she wishes that we all could share. She 
thinks of art as a way to humanize an increasingly technical world by giv- 
ing form to the ideas that emerge from each individual's life experience. 
She looks for technical aptitude in artwork, such as color, line, texture and 
form, but it is the voice of the artist, the silent part of visual art, that truly 
speaks to her. 


TOM POWELL graduated from Washington University in 1949 with a degree 
in English, after which he persued a career in sales and management for 
sometime before tiring of this enough to return to his true passion, lan- 
guage. He entered the English masters program at Winthrop College and 
after completing his degree spent 11 years teaching various English 
coarses a CPCC. He retired in 1999 and has since been spending his time 
reading and, among other things, creating his famous crab cakes. 
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